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LhE Countess de Lasteyrle, who was
T, Constance Warren, daughter

HB5I J.
ol George Henry Warren, and niece

KtSeliteMrs. Robert' Goelet. of Newport

ML York, la the first bride in her
KLailitonable set to have a mule-Pa- c

L.fiuxm. With the Count, who is a
Sdant of, General Lafayette, and a

1 & prominent young Frenchman himself,
IfcMtwMle MIbb Warren is hunting
Kbdles, chasing wildcats and mountain

Sind riding balky pack .mules up the
lEdiln trails of California and Colorado,
f 'Tie ruling pnEsion is strong even in
1 'fail- - flat it may be equally strong In
? ibge. and that as the girl is, so the

I St will be is being proved daily by the
er Newport belle and athlete,

fl ii a girl the Countess had one ruling
bE-- that of outdoing every other girl,

Jjmo5t men, in strenuous sports. She
citron, outrode and outwalked every
jtf in Newport except Miss Eleonora
Cms, and iew men were her superiors.

X'ts Warren and Count de Lastcyrie
wt married in December They had a
trfectlf conventional wedding ceremony,

2lie Mae's troussenu was juBt exactly
M iny wealthy heiress of fashionable
iufety would want and have. The bride's
(bads said.
;'Sov that Connie is married she will
t& down and we will never have any
re!un; she will become a true lady of

pernor, and Newport will miss her ec- -

Hpr delighted family smiled and said:
.fow that dear Constance " is married

fctle Count, she will surely settle down
fc.Ucorao a great lady; she will go to

foeforlier wedding trip and visit the
Sns chateau belonging to the De Las-p- i;

family, and soon wo shall hear o
Sir triumphs in Paris society'
(Us Count's family said:
jm"nie young people will return to our

pet In Franco and devote themselves to
Wfe!r tenantrj' and to bringing up their
"iren."

new Countess said something
lfiered widely from all these prog-- s

go West on our wedding trip and
dm from all the horrid conventions
ave bothered us ever since our en-e-

t:Bl-th-

e

was announced. Let's go
I can wear trousers and shoot
that are wild and where you can.
Iml how our Wild West really

R tho mule-pac- wedding trip be- -

when every one supposed that a
iv to Europe would be in order,
ftebrida was very canny. She did not
isr wedding trunks with the trousers

UlInBB that she knew she would
jw. No, Ehe felt some consideration for

MP tenvenlional mother's feelings, and
PMhe young couple left New York

r took with them just the usual going-tM-
garments of the usual hrlde and

jR?" Sut when they reached Chicago
W. "Pteaa spent two happy days shop-IP'o- r

her hunting outfit, and she also
fE? d tho caret"er of her Newport
SL .

5hlp her athletic outfit, already
W? SaD Franclsco.

z0Wer to carry out her cherished, hut
(jD,!isual plans, the bride had to domr lB'DgB that she did not want to.
(W fiance, she had to spend a fewjg A the "Coast." Therefore the

5? Countess went to San Fran-Jher- e

they visited friends, and
fl7re ley went to Lob Angeles.

l,LC0Ur8e' the' Countess knew very
, wmt the West; she had never be- -

CoDnl ta California, and neither had
Mja7 hen. therefore, they packed

BSTZJ' a.l IaBt 1 Bha11 be atl to wear
(o,K?? adorable trousers; they

y an1 tbey are BUch loveB
SW ,aT6 neyer had them on except

B in
1 shaI1 certainly wear

Uss!iS,lAgele8" But' alas," the
jftch if 1 Lo8 Angeles was Just

adoraMaatcIty as San Francisco, and
mW'v trusers had .to he left In

eearde aB not discouraged, and
4H id Sf fufor the real WeBt where
fftaar th! Bridles and the Hons

W to t"QB I iMUBerB- - Bhe found It,
MftetnJde8t part of Sierras,
MW1 and tS,,e B fW up or straight
WtOl thin 4usered elrls are not jeered

N 6 reaI hne-ynioon- . the de- -

CA? ,rItfiB to friends
WSSfl Z tX"?,11 and we have been
Mfof nn ,egQ of Poking over the
H m ha theso frlends while she

SB" Pack Sy1 adding trip:
conaiBta of four mules, my

the nth . one and Gyy one. and
i"eilr4 trnDr Wo for the supplies and

8 maps' and wiha

mm

It s funny, but every time we plan a bear hunt we always get chased home," writes the Countess. fPflfeKIWldo we want with a guide? I might as well
have brought my maid only, of course,
she would not have come.

"Let me see, what do I think of this
West? Well, it Ib very straight-lace- and
prim. I might as well think of wearing
trousers in Boston as In San Francisco or '

Los Angeles, but I do not Intend to write
ahout that part of the West It is too
tame.

"My first day with tho mule was not a
happy one. You see 'Jumps' (I call mine
'Jumps' and Guy calls his 'Bumps') had
never been ridden by a woman, and he
sensed the difference immediately, even

though I did wear my breeches. He

Countess
de

Lasteyrie,
Formerly Miss Constance Warren, .

in a Characteristic Pose.

seemed to have almost human Intelligence,
and he kicked as much as mother ever did
when I tried to Introduce tho breeches
habit into Newport. Guy couldn't help
me, for while Jumps was living up to his
name Bumps was living up to hers, and
she bumped poor Guy off half a dozen
times before we got falr.y Btarted. But
after a while they got used to us and wo

had very little trouble. I am sending you

a sketch showing Guy and Bumps at one
sad moment." ,

The quotations given liere are not all
from the same letter, hut are culled from
a series that her friends call the Honey-

moon Series. They give mental snapshots
of various episodeB that oocurred to the
venturesome bride and her acquiescent
husband:

"Our camp is not a bit like the Adiron-

dack camps that I've visited. It is the
real thing. We have two shacks, or tents

one to sleep in and one to keep our Btuf

in, and we eat here in bad weather. Wo

have plenty of running water. Tho creek
runs right in front of our camp, but so far
Nature has not provided any running hot
water.

"Do you know, there are times when I

think that Guy regrets his home comforts
and wishes that we had elected to honey-

moon at some hotel In New York, whore
valets are aB common as snow is here.
And he says that he never has shaved e

with cold water. Ho Is a product of

an effete monarchy, and will always re-

main so, I fear.
"The first three days while he was try-

ing to make a lather with icy mountain
water, pure and sparkling, he swore frlght-full-

He does not swear any more, but,
then he does not Bhave any more, either.

"Then tho day tho mountain Hon chaQoa
frightful precipice he did not seem

tis up a
to be very happy. He seemed to regret
something that he had done in-hi- life. I
was not unhappy, because I was well
ahead of Guy any way.. And I adore ad- -

'enture.

"Just between ourselves there are
times when I would like to see a first-clas- s

chef come ambling up the trail! It is not
so very adventurous, after all, to have to
make one's own coffee and cook one's own
meat. It is adventurous to shoot the meat,
hut, oh, tho cooking of it!

"And the coffee. I make it myself, and
it Ib far harder to drink it than to make It.
Guy told me this morning that he has
about decided that coffee is bad for his
nerves, and that from now on I need mako
it only for myself. The truth is, that I
think it has got on my nerves, too, and I
shall not imake any more. Perhaps our
nervousness will leave us when we get

back where good coffee can be found!
"How many grizzlies have we shot?

There aro none here
in California. We are going later to Col-

orado, where the grizzly, they say, grows
as commonly as stones do here. We have
several black bears nnd two big brown
ones. I shall have their skins sent to
France. Then I killed one mountain lion
all by myself. No, I did not shoot it I
was too scared to aim straight but I
rolled a big rock down on him as he was
coming up the trail and he fell over the
precipice. He is still down thero, so that
is one skin I won't have. S-- -

"Guy shot a big Hon yesterday. He says
that he really could not help it that the
beast got right in front of his rifle while
he was aiming at a rabbitlike animal, and
the Hon was so much bigger he simply
could not have missed him any way.

"I've sent to San Francisco for somo
more trousers. The four pairs I brought
with me are wearing out, and I must not
he left hreecheslesB!

"I am far too comfortable without
skirts ever to want to wear them again,
hut I cannot see the chatelaine of the De
Lasteyrie chateaus going about in trou-
sers! But I'll revel in them while I have
the chance.

We had the most exciting time last
night. Tho mules (even Bumps) were as
fidgety as could be all the eve-
ning, and I said that I thought
they smelled a hear or perhaps y"1
a big cat. But Guy was cross. yr jtfHe had spent the whole day Atrying to open some cans of Jbeef and fish, and cleaning up WMwthe camp generally, and he was JMhIIHtired and cross. I felt fine, igaPMBBB
although I'd walked ten miles BSPffi
along the trail and been fljgggsBB
chased five miles back by J W&&3BEr

Mrs. Leonard Thomas, the Beautiful Exponent of the Old Honeymoon.
funny that just as I plan to shoot a bear
or a cat I always get chased home by
some kind of an animal. I never know
before that wild animals were such
spoedorB. And I never knew either how
fast I could run. I'll win all the races
next season at Bailey's Beach, I am sure,
without trying. But to. return to the ex-

citement:
"Guy was too cross to got up and see

what tho troublo was with the muleB, and
so we went to sleep, but suddenly I
waked up feeling that someone was look-

ing at me. It was just tho. feeling that
you read about in psychological novels.

AStriking SS 'l
Comparison .?' 3f '''W Bg 'fi '(3 I

Between AT M A 7 Wfft. ' Ithe Old ,4fli-rf-S fc&?4t !
and New Style

,
? f,H M 'i'S WHoneymoon,. ,1 1 ?

. H

v

mm

"'

The Countess
de Lasteyrie,
the Exponent

of the
New 'Honeymoon.

I turned to Guy. for, after all, he is
a man, even If I do wear breeches,
and I felt that I needed the comfort
that a man can give. Guy was er

well, he'd been working hard, you
know, and he well, he was snoring,
but he woke up when I kicked him,
and then we both looked round, and
there, sniffing round under the edge
of our tent, was the wickedest look-
ing nose you ever saw.

"I shuddered and whispered: 'It's
a grizzly! I know, for Tve seen

t
them at tho Zoo, nnd I've seen pic-

tures of them, too!'
"Guy 'reached out and found his

rifle, and while we were expecting
to have our tent topple over each
second and be smashed by the bear,
Guy lifted his rifle and tired. It was
a terrible moment. There was' a
most unearthly shriek one that
seemed almost human and then the
most horrible clatter and rumbling

outside. Then we neard something
crawl away. We did not go out, for, jH
of coarse, the grizzly might turn and jH
attack us. and we were not in a
strategic position for any attack in
the open.

"We kept awake until dnyllght IH
and then cautiously felt our way
outside. There was no 'bear in sight,
but, ns Guy said he wuld naturally
crawl awny to die, we crept down
townrd the place where we stable
our mules, and there we saw some IJblood. We followed it and It led us WM
straight to the ''stables' We shud- -

dered, for perhaps we would Snd H

that our animals had been butchered
by the bear. jJ"But, no, there we found poor old jJJumps leaning up against a tree,
looking very sad; his left ear was jHbadly torn and bleeding. The other
mules were sniffing nt him, nnd then
we knew. Guy had forgotten to feed
the 'beasts, and Jumps had come H
sniffing around our camp to Unci jH
some fodder, and he lost his ear in- - IH

"Guy has been furious all day',
says that it was my fault for choos- - H
ing to come on .this kind of a wed- - H
ding trip. But I tell him that even
if our bear had turned out to be a J
mouse or a goat we had all the H
excitement we would have had in
killing a bear, and all the fears, too. 'HBut he does not sec things my way H
any more, and it looks as though H
we would be soon going where I can- - H
not wear my trousers nor see bears jH
in my sleep."

At latest accounts the Count and
Countess de Lasteyrie are still in H
the mountains, hue another range. H
They are looking for a grizzly in 1
the Rockies, and, as the Count says, jH"If the bear does not see them tirst, jHthey may get. it" H

Why Rag-Tim-e Is the H
True Music of "Hustlers" H

new and tremendous vogue

THE London of popular "rag
music which originat-

ed in the United States ahout twenty
years ago and steadily gained in pub-
lic favor ever since has inspired,
that gravo and weighty newspaper,
the London Times, to justify, even to
applaud, "rag time" in the following
whole-hearte-d manner:

"There is no doubt that there is ai.
present one class of creative and
executive artists whom tho public
of the United States is disposed to
idolize and enrich namely, the cum-poso-

and singers of 'rag time.' Can
the world also respect them? Char-
acter and vigor earn respect all tho
world over, even when the charac-
ter is unpleasant and the vigor mi
directed.

"Now of the character of 'rag time
there can be no doubt it is absolute-
ly characteristic of its inventors
from nowhere but the United Slates
could such music have sprung; it is
the music of the hustler, of the
feverishly active speculator; of the
'skyscraper and tho 'grain elevator.'
Nor can theve be any doubt about its
vigor vigor which is, perhaps, emp-
ty sometimes and meaningless, but,
in the hands of competent interpre-
ters, brimming over with life.

"Here, perhaps, then, for those who
have earB to hear are the seeds from
which a national art may ultimately

spring. Much dross will have to.be jHcleared away in the process, much H
vulgarity and senselessness wJll hare
to give place to a saner, a finer ideal.

'What then is 'rag time'? Mr.
Louis Hiracb, a well known composer jHof such music, has recently declared IHthat 'the essence of "rag time" is the IHmixture of two rhythms.' Mr. Frank ' jHKIdson, In 'Grove's Dictionary of jHMusic,' defines 'rag time' aB 'broken IHrhythm,' and it may be added that IHin American slang to 'rag' a melody H
is to syncopate a normally Tegular

" 'Rag time,' then, may be said to H
be a strongly syncopated melody so--

perimposed on a strictly regular ac- - jlcompaniment, and it is the combina- -

tlon of these two rhythms that gives H
'rag time' its character. H

"Nor must the words of 'rag time'
songs be forgotten; they must not be 'jHcontemptuously dismissed as mean- - 'IHinglcss rubbish. They may be any- - H
thing as literature inaeed, they iloften cannot be said to be either IHsense or grammer but for all that jHthey aro an interesting Btudy In tha jH'fitting of a verbal to a musical pat- - 'mmmtern. No one in his senses tries to H
hear the words of a 'rag ume' song :mmmg
with a view to understanding their "Hmeaning; but nny one can hear 1enough of them to see how the me-- j
tres and rhyme-schem- emphasize ; nlHand increase the rhythm of tog t

music." V
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